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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Went and had a talk with General Hassard about 
his military homing pigeons—for use when parties are beseiged and 
that, you know. Then went and had a talk with some other people 
All of us much 
General approval and general congratula- 


about them—all sorts and conditions of men. 
delighted about them. 
tions of the General, 


OH, LISTEN TO THE HOMING BIRD. 


This General Hassard pigeon scheme 
We're sure has no decriers— 
And everyone appears to deem 
Them ‘‘ absolutely flyers.”’ 
The General’s one of those who aim 
To work and not to gas hard, 
So may he pocket at the game 
And score a winning Hassard. 
Didn’t do very much else to-day. Went for a walk by the sea. 
Beastly wet and windy. Made my way back to town, dressed, and 
dined at the Metropole with Sir John Lubbock (soon to be Lord 
Something—or other) and the Associated Chamber of Commerce. 


Thursday.—Took Major-General Trotter down to the Bunhill Row 


Barracks, and helped him “inspect ”’ the City of London Imperial 
Volunteers. Fine body of men, and look “ all there”’ in karkhi and 
slouch hat. C.I.V.on this hat very striking—a lot of people will 
get calling them the ‘“‘ hundred and fourth,’’ you see if they don’t. 
(I’ve begun doing it myself already.) Left the General and made 
my way down to the Isle of Wight, and assisted Governor the 
Princess of Battenberg (or is she a Governess?) to perform a like 
Office by the I. of W. contingent of the ‘ Imperials.’’ (There’s so 
much of the “Imperial” knocking about that I couldn’t say 


whether these are yeomanry, volunteers, horse, or foot—but it's 


’9 


Safe to call them ‘“ Imperials,’’ anyway.) Came home round by 
Windsor, and had a look at the pantomime acted by “ the children 
of the Coach House” (and in the coach house) at Windsor Castle. 
When I got to town went and had a jolly evening at the Lord 
Mayor’s Own Fancy Dress Ball for Children. 


Friday.—Went down to the city and helped the Lord Mayor and 
Court of Aldermen present the Freedom of the City to the members 
of the ‘‘ Lord Mayor’s Own,” went to church, and dined with them 
afterwards. Took the Chinese Ambassador down to Southampton ; 
Showed him round the ships ‘‘and all that,’’ and went to assist in 
the presentation to Mrs. Beerbohm Tree of an address in recogni- 
tion of her having inflicted ‘‘The Absent-Minded Beggar” on a 
long-suffering public at £100 a time (I’d have done it for half as 
much !), and given the proceeds to the Transvaal war fund—a worthy 
object of which you may have heard. Brought Lord Rosebery up to 
town from Mentmore. 























































JANUARY 23, 1900. 


No. 1,811. 


Saturday.—Got up early and tried to see the C.I.V.’s comfortab'y 
off to Southampton, but the way I was pushed and knocked about 
by the enormous crowd !—well! there! It was an enthusiastic and 
patriotic crowd. When I emerged at Nine Elms (eventually) I had 
not a bit of breath in my body or a scrap of watch in my pocket, 
they’d sneaked my very boot laces. The C.I.V.’s themselves were 
not sacred. They were shoved about with the rest of us and all 
formation broken up—field glasses, even their rifles, their very 
buttons in some cases were carried off—it was a patriotic crowd. 
Likewise acquisitive. 

PRO PATRIA (AND AP-PRO-PRI-ATION !) 
It was a patriotic crowd ! 
As lads, a-volunteering, 
Went on their way they gave them “ loud 
And long-continued cheering.”’ 
They threw them, with their shoves and runs, 
Into a state chaotic, 
And stole their glasses—buttons—guns— 
They were so patriotic ! 
Started for Southampton eventually, and tidied them up a bit in 
the train, and off they went (poor boys i to bring back ‘‘ Kruger’s 
tusks.’’ Perhaps some of them may even bring back the proper pro- 


nunciation cf the old firebrand’s name—which is crew-djer, any- 
way 

Monday.—Went over to Nice fora minute or two and saw the 
Grand Prix de Monaco run for. father an international affair, 
though there was no British horse in it. Had a look at the 
Miniature Show at 175, New Bond Street, in the afternoon. Took 
the Duke of Devonshire down to dine with me and Her Most 


Gracious, and, after dinner, ran over to hear Puccini's new opera, 
La Tosca. Quite exciting, 

Tuesday.—Lady Curzon, with my assistance, convened and 
headed a meeting for the purpose of providing means for an 
Imperial Yeomanry Hospital at the Cape. Helped Sir Stafford 
Northcote to take the freedom of the City of Exeter, and after- 
wards discovered that the bishops were met in secret conclave at 
Lambeth. They wouldn’t let mein. I wonder what they were at, 
don’t you ? 

SUSPENSE (FOR SOMEBODY!) 

The Bishops in Lambeth met! 

Oh, bless us! Oh, goodness, gracious! 
(The clergy contains a set 

Pigheaded and contumacious), 
The Bishops in Lambeth met! 

The upshot, no doubt, of the meeting 
Will be that some-body will get 

A sort of a kind of a beating ! 

THE SPorrer. 
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The Wooing of Adelgiza. 


A PASSIONATE BALLADE IN SIX 
FYTTES. 


Fyrre ye Srxto (Part I.): YE 
WeEppInG BELLS. 


Tue parson did not stay to muse 
O’er those two ghastly heaps, 

But started off to take the news 
To anxious Purkinweeps. 


The doggie went, his task was done, 
He’d very little mind 

To stay, he scented no more fun 
In being left behind. 


Also those tender turtle doves, 
A very loving pair— 

Matched like a precious pair of gloves 
Canoodled up the stair. 


But when the morn with rosy light 
Had tinted all the sky, 

Adolphus said, “ I think it right 
We should prepare to fly. 


‘‘ Those villains twain it seems to me 
Are rapt in deathly sleep, 

This cottage will their graveyard be, 
And not a soul will weep.”’ 


“Oh! take me to Aunt Tabitha,” 
Then said that maiden gay, 

‘‘Though dreary days I’ve had with*her, 
I would not be away. 


‘¢ Perhaps she will forgive this prank, 
You tempted me to fly, 

I never guessed that villain rank 
Was waiting on the sly. 


‘‘ The anguish of this fierce surprise 
Has nearly done for me— 

I almost wish I’d been more wise 
And less in love with thee.”’ 


‘Oh! love,’’ Adolphus murmured low, 
‘** You pierce me to the heart— 

Bid me not from your side to go, 
I cannot bear to part. 


‘* Together we will seek your aunt 
And pray her to forgive ; 

If I mayn’t marry you I shan’t 
One moment longer live.”’ 


His tragic words and woeful face 
Roused Adelgiza’s fear ; 

She clasped his arm with gentle grace 
And dropped a pearly tear. 


Then, without making more ado, 

They started off in haste, 
| With scarce a pause, because they knew 
They’d got no time to waste. 











WAR CORRESPONDENCE. 











| The Cunning Boers. 


(The Boers seem to trap our men and 
then shoot them.] 


William}Pentonville Sykes, Esq., writes suggesting that all able-bodied policemen Ir seems to me the reason why 
should be despatched to the front at once. He adds that doubtless many persons would So many British fall 
be ready and willing to look after the property and interests of those at home during the Is that the Boers are adepts at 


absence of the force. 


The game of trap and ball. 




















A Boer “ Highlander.” 
(“This afternoon’a Highlander was observed driving cattle from 
our right outposts. He was discovered to be a Boer dressed as a 
Highland soldier. Our outposts at once opened fire, and he fell, 
but rose again and made good his escape.’’— Vide Press. ] 
THIs masquerading Boer appears 
To have had some of his blood spilt; 


Was vv ; near 











The Dirty Boers. 


[We hear that Messrs. Lever Brothers Limited, the well-known 
soapmakers, of Port Sunlight, have offered, and that the Secretary 
of State for War has accepted, 5,000 tablets of Lifebuoy Royal 
Disinfectant Soap for the use of our troops in South Africa.) 


Or “dirty ”’ actions they’re guilty 
(That they'll reform there's little hope) ; 


- 


They’ve dirty bodies. too. we’re told 
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The Battle of Borrisokane. 


(There was recently a fight in the Borrisokane Workhouse 
ing the merits of the Boer War, and which resulted in three 
of the inmates being killed.” —Daily Paper, 


Watst the Boers and the Gordons were fighting 
And dotting the veldt with their slain, 

There was slaughter in fair Tipperary, 
As I shortly to you will explain. 


The English to Ireland indifferent 
Know Sevenoaks, Crewe, and Dunblane ; 
Not a Cockney from ’ighgate to ’olborn 
Hever ’eard of sweet Borrisokane. 


It lies to Cloughjordan convaynient ; 
You may get there by car or by train ; 
There’s a landscape to charm all beholders, 
With a mountain, a bog, and a plain. 


In the workhouse, which stands in the High Street, 
Where they shelter from cold and from rain, 

Sat many a gloomy old warrior 
On that morning in Borrisokane. 


They could dream, as they dozed by the fireside, 
Of many a glorious campaign, 

Of the Alma and Delhi and Lucknow, 
Tho’ luck left them in Borrisokane. 


But some of the mean agitators, 
So noisy and empty and vain, 
Had departed from New Tipperary 

To winter in Borrisokane. 


The Dragoons so far-famed, Enniskillen, 
To them were appealing in vain ; 

The 60th, and Connaught’s bold Rangers, 
Who heard the French bugles in Spain. 


What cared they for glory and honour? 
What knew they of Kruger or Steyn? 

So the fighting commenced and waxed furious 
In the workhouse of Borrisokane. 


No matter which side were the victors, 
We'll fight them again and again 

In Ireland—not Tipperary ; 
The world over—not Borrisokane. 


Till freedom, equality, honour 
Be carried across the blue main 

By Britain’s bold sailors—and soldiers 
Like the heroes of Borrisokane. 


























A FAIR DISTINCTION. 
Young Blood.—* Ah! It’s money makes the world go round.” 
Soaker.—‘‘Is it? I always thought it was whiskey.” 
Young Blood.—“‘ You mean spin round!” 
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Departure of the City Volunteers. 


[The crowds of people who wished them ‘God speed” were 
most enthusiastic, not to say painfully so. ‘It was awful,” said 
one volunteer, who had his water-bottle torn from his back.] 


You’Re very kind, but would you mind 
Not shaking off my hand, 

Although I go to fight the foe 
In Africa’s sunny land ? 

Now, have a care! my clothes you tear 
Quite off my aching back ; 

Your elbow rose, and hit my nose 
An awful sounding whack ! 


Shout yourselves hoarse, for that, of 
course, 

Though deaf’ning, doesn’t hurt, 

But why, oh, why poke in my eye 
A finger grimed with dirt ? 

I say, don’t squeeze! my tortured knees 
Are barked and bruised, I swear; 

And one or two, when pushing through 
Have clung on to my hair! 


That you mean well all folks can tell, 
It comes straight from the heart ; 
But I’m quite faint, when ‘fresh as 
paint ”’ 
I should be when I start. 
Boers I don’t fear, let me get near 
Them, and I'll fight and bleed ; 


e’er again I want the p 





Vox Populi. 


Robinson (looking on).—‘‘ Bad news from the front, Tompkins! 


British surrounded, and many prisoners taken.” 


Tompkins (from the interior of his fowl-run, et same).— 
Well, upon my soul, 

what with this idiotic War Office and the sweet simplicity of our 
enerals at the front, we are becoming the laughing-stock of all 
the last lathe.) How the deuce 


any body of intelligent men having eyes can get themselves caged 


‘¢ What, more blind, blundering stupidity ! 


urope. (Savagely nails up 


up in this extraor eo | way beats me altogether.”’ 
Robinson.—“ Say, ol 
fowl-run ?”’ 


Tompkins.— Eh, get out? Good Lord, I haven’t fenced myself 


right in, have I?” 


man, how are you going to get out of that 











The Empire United. 


Our Mother Country owes a debt 
Of gratitude profound, 

To Colonies superbly staunch, 
Spanning the wide world round. 


They pour their flower of manhood bold, 
Defending free men’s right, 
Most worthy scions of our race 
Aiding our Empire’s might. 
Princes of Ind all firm allies— 
A sign throughout the world— 
Defending with their love and life 
The flag, wher’er unfurl’d. 


Some good this troubled crisis brings ; 
Supreme devotion shown ; 

All possible divergence closed ; 
Discord away has flown. 


A sequel grand and mighty, too ; 
In this rough island story, 

Our sons united heart and soul ; 
The Empire's future glory! 
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Unmounted Preferred ; or, 
The Burden of Public 
Opinion. 

Wuen Britain means great deeds to dare 
She bangs her biggest drums; 

Her trumpets blow a loud fanfare, 

Fill nations round about her stare 
And cry—* Ha! ha! she comes! ” 

She shouts with wild tumultuous glee 
Defiance at the earth; 

And so determined seems to be 

Her foes prepare their ‘ weird” to 

**dree "’ 
For all that they are worth, 
**So, so,”’ they shout, “that Island 
Belle 
Must know a thing or two— 
She’s quite prepared to ring our knell, 
She must be going strong and well, 
To see this matter through. 

She has the men, she Saathe ships, 
The money, too, galore ; 

To victory she gaily trips 

And all creation bravely whips 
Whene’er she goes to war!” 

Loud rises then Britannia’s song— 

She beats the big drum madly— 
She glows with pride; but not for long, 
For soon she finds there’s something 
wrong, 
That someone’s blundered badly ! 


She finds her ways are out of date 
For modern war conditions 
She asi ‘‘Now, why?” she’s told 


‘it’s Fate 





That Time goes on and will not wait 
For obsolete tacticians ! ”’ 

She weeps this state of things to find, 
She cries, ‘‘ What shall I do?”’ 

Her statesmen say, ‘‘ Oh, never mind, 

To scold us would be most unkind, 
We’re sure to muddle through!” 

Her view of life, once grand and wide, 
Considerably narrows, 

When learning that she based her pride 

On guns, which experts now decide, 
Are old as bows and arrows. 

‘‘ But then,” she cries, ‘‘ I have the men, 
And they will help me through, 

Of foreigners each equals ten ; 

Who'll dare to beard me in my den, 
While they stand staunch and true?” 

So call me up my gallant sons 
To help me at my need— 

I still shall win, spite ancient guns ; 

My children’s love for me, who runs, 
Upon their brows, may read! ” 


She calls her sons, there comes a rush, 
Her millions shout as one! 
But, hark, her statesmen murmur: 
‘Hush ! 
Pray why this most unseemly crush, 
That’s not the way it’s done. 
One at a time, upon your knees, 
That's better—so—keep still— 
We can’t be rushed in times like these ; 
Now, what’s your name? Speak up 
there, please, 
And you shall know our will. 
Tom Bailey! H’m! Experienced? Eh? 
Well, pray don't make a fuss! 


reserves Uh. really ‘ mie | TS 


Reserves ? and haven’t drawn your pay? 
1 *Ah, that won’t do for us! 
You want to fight ? Good gracious me— 
Your bump of “ cheek ”’ is large! 
You haven’t filled up Paper B. 
To prove your own identitee? 
Here—give this man in charge! 
Here, Sergeant, take the man away, 
He wants some legal drillings— 
Such patriotism’s cheap to-day, 
So tell the magistrate, I pray, 
To fine him forty shillings! ”’ 
‘‘ My son ! my son! ” Britannia cries, 
‘Oh, thrust him notaway ! ”’ 
The British Statesman swift replies : 
‘To use that man would not be wise, 
He didn’t draw his pay ! 
We could not pass a crime so sad 
Without a legal fuss— 
To draw no pay, why such a fad 
Is wicked, vile, most mad and bad, 
Or so it seems to us, 
For we, who serve you day and night 
Are keen upon our pay— 
And what we do is always right, 
So for that pay we mean to fight 
In every kind of way. 
. Suppose we did not draw our pay! 
The world would surely stop— 
The sun would, doubtless, fade away 
And chaos would return, to stay, 
And all our stocks would drop— 
The public’s with us in this case, 
So do not be deceived !— 
(The public was not quite so base, 
But hurled that Statesman from his 
place, 
And Britain seemed relieved !) 
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Tue directors of the Palace Theatre have 
presented Mrs. Beerbohm Tree with an illumi- 
nated address, as a souvenir of the excellent 
work she has done, and is doing, on behalf of 
the war funds. The chairman (Count Max 
Hollander), in making the presentation, called 
attention to the untiring energies Mrs. Tree 
had devoted to the war cause, and reminded 
those present that, having received £1,000 
from the managemont of the Palace Theatre 
for her services, had presented the whole of 
that sum, together with other amounts she 
had received, to the relief of the war sufferers. He, therefore, had 
the extreme honour and pleasure of asking Mrs. Tree’s acceptance 
of the address, Mrs. Tree made suitable acknowledgments. The 
address is a magnificent masterpiece of the draughtsman’s art, and 
contains a miniature of Mrs. Tree, the Palace building, various battle 
scenes, and an inscription as follows :-— 


“To Mrs. Maup BEERBOHM TREE. 
‘The directors and management of the Palace Theatre Limited 
wish to express their sincere admiration and appreciaticn of your 
unselfish and arduous efforts on behalf of 


‘** THE ABSENT-MINDED BEGGAR,’ 
which efforts have resulted in a magnificent contribution to the 
funds through your direct influence. 


‘** He’s an absent-minded r,and he may forget it all, 
But we do not want his kiddies to remind him 
That we sent ’em to the workhouse while their daddy ham- 
mered Paul, 
So we'll help the homes our Tommy’s left behind him!’”’ 


The signatures being: Max Hollender, T. Ernest Polden, Eugene 
Cremetti,J.L. Graydon, Rudyard Kipling, Alfred Harmsworth, and 
Charles Morton. 


The last nights of the Gay Lord Quez at the Globe are announced, 
and on February the 5th Mr. Pinero’s brilliant and deservedly 
successful comedy will continue, in the provinces and in America, 
to delight the English speaking people. Miss Irene Vanburgh will 
still be the me Fullgarney to Mr. John Hare’s Gay Lord, so our 
eta and American readers have a splendid histrionic treat 

fore them. 

Oh, the Gay Lord Quez, 
Though it dared to vex 
A bishop or two with its gaiety, 
Is, we're happy to say, 
Just the right kind of play 
To appeal to a sensible laity ! 
So, here’s health to John Hare 
And Irene the fair, 
And a Happy New Year, and the rest of it! 
Though the bishops may frown, 
They have captured the town, 
And we all wish them luck and the best of it! 


What might almost be termed a unique experiment in suburban 
theatrical management will be made at the Brixton Theatre, when 
from January 22nd to February 17th a grand Drury Lane panto- 
mime, Dick Whittington, will be staged by Messrs. Henry 
Dundas and E. G. Saunders, with that clever American comedienne, 
Miss Julie Mackay, in the ¢itle-réle, and popular Ernest Heathcote 
as Idle Jack, supported by a very powerful pantomime company. 

The London Hippodrome, Cranbourn Street, Leicester Square, 


is a wonderfully gorgeous palace of entertainment, constructed upon 
the prin 


mm, * 
thx ¢ 











The most sensational feature in the 2 ee is the performance 
of Herr Julius Seeth, with his 21 forest-bred lions, presented to him 
by King Menelik. A veritable ‘Daniel in the lions’ den.” The 
demeanour of the animals is to the spectator somewhat speculative, 
as one never feels sure as to their friendliness. They growl, snarl, 
and claw at Mr. ‘“‘ Daniel” Seeth, who seemily seeth only their 

layful side, and smiles serenely. The like performance has never 
oom previously beheld. Then, behold! all is changed. The circus 
becomes a lake, with fountains rising 40ft. high. What an 
attraction this place will be during a hot summer, especially as 
the circus can be used as a swimming bath, which is actually 
the case with the amphibious burletta, entitled Giddy Ostend. 
Little Tich appears in this turn, and makes the audience laugh at 
his drolleries in costume, action, and speech. The queen of 
athletes, Mile. Arniotis, gives ocular demonstration of her ability to 
uphold, support, and maintain five men all at once. Here’s a 
chance for lazy bachelors! Lavater Lee does breakneck acts 
superbly, and the Brothers Permané execute some grotesquely 
difficult athletic feats. Our old friend, Georges Jacobi, is conductor 
of an exalted orchestra. A very unconventional position to see the 
band located where one generally expects to find the private boxes. 
Some alteration will have to be made in the arrangement of the 
stalls, as ingress, egress, and regress grow into state little less than 
aggressive. However, we welcome this fresh hall of delight, and 


wish it prosperity. The Two Vagabonds is 
a melodrama which, by 
the striking freshness of 
its incidents in the realms 
of the unreal and the 
arbitrary, struck home at 
once on its original pro- 
duction and stayed home 
for a considerable period. 
It makes a very fair stop- 
gap at the Adelphi while 
something more novel is 
on the road, but it has, of 
course, outworn much of 
its original attraction. It 
has the advantage, how- 
ever, of engaging several 
performers in their ori- 
ginal parts—to wit, Misses 
Tyndall and Farebrother 
as the ‘“nippers,’ Mr. 
Ernest Leicester as George 
Thornhill, Mr. Edmund 
Gurney as Bill Mullins, 
and others. Miss Laura 














AT THE ADELPHI. Hanson plays Marion 
THE Two VAGABONDS IN THE TOWER. with ability and accept- 
ability. 


Leopold de Rothschild is a discreet and genial chairman, and his 
ability in this respect was never more patent than upon the occasion 
of his presiding at the annual dinner of King’s College School, 
where he spent the days of his youth and his pocket-money so 
generously at Mr. and Mrs. Reynolds’ tuck counter, which was 

rmitted to be erected within those gloomy, cavernous vaults 
under the College in the Strand. We were delighted to be present 
at this annual gathering of old school chums, amongst whom were 
Henniker Heaton, M.P., John Cutler, Q.C., Professor Tirard, and 
many other Old Boys who have attained unto eminence. 


Those cheeky boys, who fondly did admire 

Fair stand-up rows, have strode a step, and Heyer 
Will strive to shove with zealous, fervid duty 

The eternal dunning with his fist of beauty. 


During the course of the dinner, which I must not forget to state 
was held at the Criterion Restaurant on the 11th inst.,a photo- 
graph was taken of the Old Boys pegging away, and the result was 
marvellous, 


The Young Helpers’ League, in connection with Dr. Barnardo’s 
Homes, gave their entertainment at the Royal Albert Hall on the 
13th inst. These youngsters went through their performances, 
consisting of singing, fighting, racing, and washing with an 
efficiency which reflects great assiduity and praise upon their trainers. 
The Rev. Canon Fleming, B.D., the chairman of the Council, 
recited with all his wonted charm, ‘* Give us Men,’’ composed by the 
Right Rev. Lord Bishop of Exeter. Her Grace the Duchess of 
Somerset awarded the badges of distinction, and received 
presentation of purses. We trust the war fever will not entirely 
obliterate from the memories of the benevolent and others that this 
philanthropic institution requires financial, in addition to 
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Choosing the Scapegoat; or, Vicarious 
Resignation. 
A TRAGEDY IN SEVERAL THRILLS. 
Scene: A Very Affecting One. 
DRAMATIS PERSONS :— 


Lord Salisbury ......+... A Peacemaker (on Strike). 
Duke of Devonshire ...... A Laissez Fairey. 
Lord Lansdowne ........ An Unready Reckoner. 


Mr. Goschen ..... seeeeee An Expert (in Transports of Delight). 
Sir M. Hicks-Beach ...... A Political “ Economist.” 
Walter Long ......++++.-. A Young Man from the Country. 
Joseph Chamberlain ...... An Injured Innocent. 
Lord Halsbury ...+++.... A Family Man. 

AND 
A.J. Balfour ...... eeeeee A Happy-go-Lucky Philosopher. 


Lord Cross, Lord George Hamilton, Mr. Ritchie, etc., etc. 


(Curtain rises and discovers the Government sadly looking at each 
other; scme are in tears, and some are indignant, but all are 
patriotic.) 

Hicks-Beach.—“ Well, it certainly seems to me that someone 
must go. The Press is really very violent, very violent, indeed.” 

Halsbury.—‘‘ Yes, you’re right there, Beach, even the leading 
Conservative organs turn and rend us. It puts us in such an 
awkward position. I do not, of course, wish to thrust my views 
before you; but if you were to ask me my opinion I should—er— 
suggest—er——’”’ 

Salisbury.—‘' You were going to say?” 

Halsbury.—* Well, my idea was, that if Chamberlain didn’t 
mind sacrificing himself-——” 

Chamberlain (briskly).—‘‘Oh, don’t mind me. I’m very fond of 
youall. I don’t think I ever met 2 more agreeable set of fellows.” 

Salisbury (stiffly).—‘‘ You are very good to say so.” 

Chamberlain.— Not at all, not at all. You are very agreeable 
fellows, very. But, as I said before, don’t mind me. I would 
sacrifice my dearest friend for my country. Of course, if Salisbury 
were to think of resigning——”’ 

All (indignantly).—“ Salisbury think of resigning!” 

Chamberlain.—‘ Yes, that’s what I said. Even if he thought of 
resigning, I should get over it in time. I should be grieved, of 
course, very grieved. I should miss his genial presence, and all 
that, but Time is a great healer.” 

Salisbury.—‘ Of course, if there were a general wish that I should 
resign——”’ 

All.—** No, no! Goon! Absurd!” 

Salisbury.—*I mean if there were a general wish—I should be 
only too happy—and the Duke could take my place.” 
oe pea (surprised).—‘‘I beg your pardon; did you say the 

uke?” 

Salisbury.—* Certainly.” 

‘ Chamberlain (modestly).—‘‘Oh, but I’m not a duke yet you 
snow,’ 

Salisbury.—* My dear Chamberlain, I referred to the Duke of 
Devonshire.” 


Devonshire.—“* Eh, what? You were saying—I beg your pardon, 
but upon my word I didn’t quite catch.” 
Salisbury.—* I was saying that in the event of my resignation 


you could take my place.”’ 

Devonshire.—“‘My dear Salisbury—what an awful idea! Take 
your place? Good beavens! Not for worlds. If anyone must be 
sacrificed to please the mob (heroically) let me be the man!” 
(Rises to go.) 

All.—*‘ No, no! Sit down! No, you don’t!” 

Devonshire (sinking back into his seat, aside).—‘* Just my luck.” 

Halsbury.—‘I think we’re wandering from the point. Chamber- 
lain misunderstands me. I meant to suggest that if he himself 
—_ to resign it might have a calming effect upon the public 
mind.”’ 

Chamberlain (viciously).—‘‘ You would advise me to resign, me! 
Why, the idea is preposterous. I couldn’t entertain it for one 
moment. Why, if it wasn’t for my popularity the Government 
wouldn't last a day—what do you say, Collings, you consider me a 
popular man?” 

Collings.—‘ Certainly, most popular, so does Kenrick.” 

Chamberlain.—‘‘ There, you hear that Halsbury, and (with a 
sweet smile) I’m sure you'll agree with me that a man’s friends and 
relations are the best Judges!” 


Halsbury.—“ Very likely. At the same time your resignation 


——_ Seenanenalaieniee 





Chamberlain.—“ Really, Halsbury—to keep harping on such a 
preposterous idea as that of my resignation ! really—you must be 
unwell ; I should see a doctor if I were you. I had an old aunt 
once taken like that." 

Halsbury.— Indeed—+that accounts for many things.” 

Goschen.—‘‘ Hush, gentlemen, hush! Is this a time for 
personalities? I don’t see myself that anyone need resign. A 
— resignation to the inevitable, and stop where you are—that's 
my idea.” ? 

Hicks-Beach.—‘‘ Yes, but I’m afraid that’s just what has upset 
the public. I really think someone might volunteer. Long, now, 
you’re not particularly popular.” 

Long.—‘* Perhaps not. But I consider the man a coward who 

uails at the first breath of popular anger. No, sir, I should not 
think of resigning.” 

Beach.—** Well, then, why not Cross? (Cross bursts into tears.) I 
beg your pardon. Then I really don’t know what to suggest. 
Unless Chaplin might like——” 

Chaplin.—‘‘ My dear fellow, I'll see you-—first.”’ 

Devonshire —‘‘ Well, we all seem to be making a mountain of a 
mole-hill. As I said before, why not let me be the scapegoat ? I have 
nothing to lose, and I don’t care a snap of the fingers for the mob. 
It would be a pleasure, I assure you.” 

Salisbury.—‘‘ My dear Duke, Icouldn't think of it for a moment,” 

Devenshire.—‘‘ But I should be delighted to resign.” 

Salisbury.—‘* Yes, I know; so should I. But (whisper) Cham- 
berlain—think of the country—you and I gone—and who's to hold 
him down.” 

Devonshire.—‘‘I suppose you're right, but—it’s an awful bore.” 
(Yawns.) 

Chamberlain.—“‘It seems to me that Lansdowne hasn't quite 
come up to expectations.”’ 

Lansdowne.—‘' Oh, 1 like that! Why you said that Kruger 
wouldn't fight, and Balfour said that Steyn wouldn’t fight, and 
someone said the Dutch were loyal, and Salisbury sent a delegate 
to that infernal Peace Conference—and how was Ito know? To 
resign is to own oneself in the wrong, and I'm d——-I mean, I 
shouldn’t think of it.” 

Balfour.—‘‘I can’t see for the life of me what the papers are 
worrying about, I can’t indeed. I thought I’d put matters clearly 
before the country.” 

Salisbury.—‘‘ Well, I suppose the fact of the matter is, the 
public is a little upset.” 

Balfour.—* Very likely, but surely that’s no reason why they 
should try to upset us. So unphilosophical. I gave the public 
credit for more intelligence.” 

Chamberlain.—‘' That's a mistake, my dear fellow, never give the 
public credit for anything. Your speechesedid more harm than 
good. What on earth made you harp on the Raid? That’s what 
I want to know,” 

Balfour.—‘ Well, it did hamper us, you know. You said so 
yourself. Why, you were most indignant at the time. You 
repudiated it immediately” 

Chamberlain.—‘ Of course, I did. You don’t suppose that I was 
going to sacrifice myself, and my family, and my prospects, and my 
family’s prospect, for the sake of a gang of—er—gentlemen—who— 
er—made a mistake. An international error of judgment. Of 
course, there was nothing dishonourable in it—but—er——” 

Halsbury.— You were going to say-———”” 

Chamberlain (hastily).—‘‘Oh, no, I wasn’t. I never intended to 
say anything, and I didn’t say anything, and I won’t say 
anything.”’ 

Halsbury.—‘‘I beg you pardon. I thought——” 

Chamberlain.—* Yes, I know—but there’s been too much think- 
ing, far too much. Why, the Raid was years ago. Let byegones 
be byegones, that’s my motto—— ” 

Salisbury.—‘ Aren’t we wandering from the subject? AsI take 
it, the general view of the Government is, that we stand or fall 
together. I understand that no one is prepared to resign ?” 

Alt.-- Certainly.” 

Salisbury.—“ Then, gentlemen, all that remains for us to do is to 
show « bold front and—— ” 

All,—“ Brazen it out!” 


Loving cup, picture, and 
[CURTAIN.] 
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A Hopeless Case. 


Mr. Satupon (inquiring about his mother-in-law’s health, with 
mock solicitude).—*‘ Is there any hope, doctor?” 
Dr. Sarkastickh—“* No hope; she’ll recover.” 
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HE DIDN’T LIKE VULGARITY. 


Major Pom-Pom.—“ Er—in mai opinion, one of the—haw—most pleasing features of 
the modern pantomime is the utter absence of all vulgarity.” 


ii Mr. Moneybags.—‘ E’zactly what I think—e’zactly. By Jove! 'ow I roared over that 
song of Jimmy Knowles ’—‘ Strike me pink, my bloomers busted!’’’ (Hzait Major.) 











“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s” WaAasSHERWOMAN. 


At the time of ritin’ we are all 
anxushly waitin’ the result of General 
Buller’s “‘sekret movements.” I only 
‘opes that the Boers ain’t “in the 
sekret,”’ for they appears to smell out 
wot we’re goin’ to do as easily as a cat 
smells out a mouse. . The Colonials 
seem abel to cope with the Boers better 
than we can so far as ‘cuteness goes; 
it’s a case of “diamond cut diamond,’ 
only the Colonials gin’rally ‘‘ paste’ ’em 
an’ ‘make rings”? round ’em. I don’t 
like this. I reads than Creuset guns are 
goin’ out to our enemies from France 
an’ barbed wire from Germany; we ’ad 
enough of the German “ wire”’ bizness 
out there afore. 

The doctors ’ave diskovered “the 
microbe of pink eye”; goodness only 
knows wot that is, for I don’t, but it’s 
pretty safe to say it ain’t ’xactly the 
‘‘pink of perfeckshun.’’ Now, I could 
understand ‘‘ the microbe of black eye,”’ 
I’ve, so to say, kort it myself—in the 
eye. But this is ‘“‘all my eye,’’ I s’pose 
you'll think. 

The latest rumer is that Russia ’as 
designs on the Independence of Persia, 
wants it to bea feudatory State. Sich a 
state of affairs woud undoubtedly lead to 
feuds, I shoud say. Russia ’as ap- 
paruntly, arranged it all very nice; 
Germany is to ’ave a sop in the shape of 
vallybel railway concesshuns, so that if 
the British lion shoud growl pore little 
Russia woud ’ave some one to back it up. 
It strikes me that John Bull will say: 
“The Shah Shahn’t agree to this.” 

Lord Curzon ’as ’ad ’is first year in 
Indy, an’ ’as made ’isself most populer; 
’e’s ‘‘ the right man in the right place,” 
in fac, I doubt wether there was ever a 
SimlaViceroy; an’ Lady Curzon shares, 
an’ deserves, the praise that is showered 
on ’em from all quarters. 

There is a report that King Leopold is 
soundin’ the Kaiser (it will be ‘* sound,”’ 
an’ nothink else, I fancy) as to offerin’ 
mediashun between Great Britian an’ 
the Boer Republics. We don’t want no 
one to interfere, we’ve got our work cut 
out, an’ we means to finish it, no 
matter ‘ow long it takes us. 

The review of last year’s labour move- 
ment seems ‘ a bit of orl right.’”’ “‘ Fewer 
hours, an’ higher wages,” is the report ; 
so the British working-man ort to start 
the New Year with a light ’eart, an’ I 
‘opes, tolerably ’eavy purse, for is 
posishun in life. 
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1 CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 





” ” TAN GLOSS, or 








AN DERSON’SsS 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


| i - ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
ie = GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 


For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


- = BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 








